Concerning Smells
After listening a while one felt as if all the world were
lost or missing.
The traffic of the street, being mostly barefoot, went
on cheerfully undisturbed.
Even without these obstacles and in dry weather, I was
always rather careful to keep near the sides of my street.
Like the courtyards on either hand, it had a sewage system
of its own, but no trap-doors to close it: there were holes
at intervals all down the middle, crumbling into darkness
below: (*) some of them had a few stones to break the fall,
but mosdy they were black openings into whose depth
I never investigated, but took it for granted that I might
be swallowed like the steam roller in New Street, when
that thoroughfare was being civilized years ago.
The steam roller and Baghdad must have found each
other very surprising when they first met, but other more
primitive forms of municipal effort were obviously at
home and did excellent work. Donkeys, for instance.
Every morning they came collecting yesterday's rubbish
and carried it off in oozing panniers which it was difficult
but most advisable not to brush against in passing*
When it rained, men paddled out with spades and built
(1) These have mosdy been covered over by the exertions of the
Baghdad municipality and the little streets, cool and shady, are now
the pleasaatest thoroughfares in Baghdad on a hot day,
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